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PREFACE 

THE  title  of  this  little  book,  Life's  Ordtestra, 
seems  to  me  very  beautiful  in  its  conception, 
suggesting,  as  it  does,  the  inner  music  of  life, 
to  those  who  have  ears  to  hear,  and  hearts  to 
understand.  We  can  all  hearken  to  the  piercing 
sweetness  of  the  silver  trumpets,  thrill  to  the 
martial  sound  of  drum  and  fife,  be  swayed  by 
the  violin,  but  once  we  begin  to  distinguish 
that  under-melody,  full  of  the  tragedy,  the 
pathos,  the  humour,  and  the  joy  of  life,  we 
enter  into  a  new  and  greater  kingdom — the 
kingdom  of  humanity. 

To  catch  the  sound  of  tears  in  a  human  voice, 
the  low  cry  for  help,  for  sympathy  and  compre- 
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6  PREFACE 

hension,  often  lost  in  the  louder  music  of  life,  to 
translate  the  mute,  tormented  look  in  a  fellow- 
creature's  eyes,  till  it  appeals  to  us  like  the 
spoken  word,  then  only  have  we  begun  to  grasp 
the  meaning  of  God's  scheme  for  the  world,  for 
all  creation  cries  out  to  us  in  notes  now  joyous, 
now  sad — sadder  than  any  cry  yet  wrung  from 
instruments  made  by  the  hand  of  man. 

Each  day,  each  hour,  we  ourselves  give  forth 
in  music,  either  mute  or  uttered,  the  kindness 
or  cruelty,  the  help  or  discouragement,  that 
contribute  to  make  up  the  sum  of  happiness 
or  misery  to  those  around  us,  and  it  is  to 
those  who  may  perhaps  learn  within  it  some- 
thing of  the  beauty  and  splendour  of  Life's 
Orchestra,  that  I  commend  this  little  book, 
and  with  all  my  heart  wish  it  and  its  author 
Godspeed. 

HELEN  MATHERS. 
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LIFE'S   ORCHESTRA 

"Even  things  without  life  giving  a  voice,  whether 
pipe  or  harp,  if  they  give  not  a  distinction  in  the  sound, 
how  shall  it  be  known  what  is  piped  or  harped? 

"  For  if  the  trumpet  give  an  uncertain  voice,  who 
shall  prepare  himself  for  war? 

"  There  are,  it  may  be,  many  kinds  of  voices  in  the 
world,  and  no  kind  without  signification." 

i  CORINTHIANS  xiv.  7,  8,  9  (Rev.  Vers.). 

SOUND 

What  a  wonderful  influence  Sound  is  in  the 
world  ! 

There  is  hardly  a  moment  in  our  lives  in 
which  we  cannot  hear  some  sound,  except  at 
dawn,  when  for  a  brief  time  there  is  silence. 
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A  very  ordinary  saying  is,  "  Not  a  sound 
was  to  be  heard  "  ;  but  have  you  ever  tried  to 
listen  for  silence?  There  is  generally  some 
movement  going  on.  Either  the  leaves  are 
rustling  in  the  soft  breeze,  or  there  is  a  stir 
in  the  grass,  which  teems  with  hidden  life. 
The  actual  air  is  full  of  sound.  There  are 
the  larks  singing  in  the  sky,  and  the  buzzing 
flies  with  their  different  notes — the  deep  organ- 
notes  of  the  humble-bee  and  bluebottle  fly, 
the  high,  shrill  hum  of  the  gnat  or  mosquito 
(sounding  like  an  east  wind  as  it  blows  through 
a  keyhole). 

The  insect  world  has  a  little  orchestra  of 
sound  all  to  itself.  The  birds  too  have  their 
harmonies.  How  different  is  each  of  their 
notes !  Some  chirp,  some  whistle,  others  sing. 
No  two  birds  warble  the  same  song.  We  hear 
the  sounds  of  nature  all  around  us,  hardly 
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realising  that  we  hear  them.  We  are  so 
used  to  their  voices  that,  unless  we  listen 
for  them,  they  are  lost  in  all  the  other 
sounds  of  life. 

The  song  of  birds,  the  hum  of  the  insects, 
the  chirp  of  the  grasshopper,  the  lowing  of  the 
cattle,  the  wind  passing  gently  over  a  corn- 
field, the  rippling  of  a  brook,  the  splash  of 
a  waterfall,  and  the  waves  breaking  upon  the 
seashore,  are  all  parts  of  God's  choir  and 
orchestra. 

"  To  ripple  the  latent  music 
God  sets  in  wayside  pools — 
Such  art  is  an  inspiration 
That  is  not  taught  in  schools. 

To  hold  the  harmony  simply 
That  runs  in  every  brook, 
Is  nearer  to  God  the  master, 
Than  unto  man  the  book." 

FRED.  G.  BOWLES. 


12  LIFE'S  ORCHESTRA 


ORCHESTRAL  MUSIC 

No  music  appeals  more  strongly  to  our 
feelings  than  orchestral  music. 

There  is  such  a  similitude  in  it  to  our  own 
"  manifold  natures."  For  we  are  each  of  us  an 
orchestra  of  diverse  and  intricate  instruments, 
which  all  have  to  be  kept  in  tune  and  harmony. 

It  is  God  who  gives  us  our  keynote. 

Now  the  "key"  is  in  the  "minor,"  and 
then,  again,  in  the  "  major."  Sometimes  the 
"  measure  "  is  slow  and  stately,  like  a  "  Marche 
Funebre " ;  at  other  times  it  is  quick  and  gay, 
and  the  leaves  of  our  "score"  are  turned  over 
rapidly.  At  times  we  have  our  "solos"  to 
play.  In  all  there  must  be  harmony  and 
melody.  "  Each  soul  is  in  itself  a  harmony, 
a  whole,  as  given  direct  from  God." 
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It  is  we  who  have  to  do  the  "tuning"  of 
our  instruments.  Only  the  things  of  earth 
cause  the  discords  in  our  lives. 

Such  small  things  can  make  us  go  "  out  of 
tune" — a  headache,  disappointment,  vexation, 
worries,  bad  weather,  etc. 

But  we  must  keep  on  sounding  the  "key- 
note "  to  see  if  we  have  gone  "  flat "  or  "  sharp," 
and  then  "  tune  up  "  again  ! 

That  we  are  all  closely  allied  to  musical 
instruments  is  proved  by  the  constant  use  of 
musical  similes  in  general  conversation. 

How  often  have  we  heard  of  highly  strung 
people,  an  expression  generally  used  to  express 
a  keenly  sensitive  nature !  Then  occasionally 
we  hear  of  a  jarring  note.  We  also  hear  of 
striking  the  right  keynote.  Sometimes  people 
are  described  as  in  unison  with  each  other. 

The  other  day  I  heard  it  remarked,  of  a  girl 
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who  had  recently  married,  "  It  is  such  a  good 
thing,  for  she  was  always  a  discordant  note 
in  the  family."  One  cannot  help  hoping  she 
is  now  in  tune,  for  her  husband's  sake! 

Sometimes  we  hear  someone  say,  when 
not  feeling  well,  "  I  am  feeling  very  piano 
to-day." 

Again,  we  occasionally  hear  a  person  de- 
scribed as  a  "perfect  harmony"  Let  us  all  try 
to  be  harmonious  in  our  "home  orchestra." 
It  is  there  we  are  most  likely  to  "go  out  of 
tune."  We  are  not  all  tuned  to  the  same 
"  key."  Thoreau  says,  "  If  a  man  does  not 
keep  pace  with  his  companion,  it  is  perhaps 
because  he  hears  a  different  drummer.  Let 
him  step  to  the  music  which  he  hears, 
however  measured  and  far  away." 

"  There  are,  it  may  be,  many  kinds  of  voices 
in  the  world," 
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In  an  orchestra  every  instrument  is  of  equal 
importance,  however  small  it  may  be,  for  each 
one  has  its  own  music  written  for  it,  which  no 
other  instrument  can  play. 

Sir  Michael  Costa,  one  of  the  greatest 
musical  conductors  of  our  day,  was  said  to  be 
able  to  distinguish  each  instrument  separately 
when  the  full  orchestra  was  playing.  One  day, 
at  a  concert,  the  man  who  was  playing  the 
flageolet  thought  that  no  one  would  miss  him 
if  he  ceased  playing  for  a  short  time  and  took 
a  rest.  But  in  one  instant  Sir  Michael  Costa's 
baton  was  raised  to  stop  the  whole  orchestra. 
With  a  ringing  voice  he  cried,  "  Flageolet ! " 
And  so,  though  it  was  one  of  the  smallest 
instruments,  it  could  not  be  dispensed  with. 

We  are  each  of  us  part  of  the  great  Orchestra 
of  Life,  and  we  too  cannot  be  done  without. 
But  we  must  add  to  the  "  harmonies  "  and  not 
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to  the  "  discords "  of  life.     "  One  only  law  is 
given, — the  law   of  life,  order,  harmony,  and 


peace." 1 


INFLUENCE   OF  SOUNDS 

How  obedient  we  are  to  sounds !  They 
really  rule  our  lives  to  a  great  extent.  When 
the  church  bells  ring,  we  go  to  church.  When 
the  dinner-bell  rings,  we  put  aside  whatever 
we  are  doing,  to  dine.  When  we  call  upon 
a  friend,  we  first  have  to  ring  the  bell  before 
we  can  enter  the  house.  When  we  want 
our  servants,  we  ring  for  them. 

The  soldiers  have  their  bugle-calls  for  each 
duty,  and  every  note  represents  words  to  those 
in  the  barracks. 

The  following  are  a  few  of  the  bugle-calls, 
with  the  words  they  are  supposed  to  represent : — 
1  Mrs  Alfred  Gatty. 
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Men's  meal,  first  call — 

"  Come  to  the  cook-house   door,  boys,  come  to  the 
cook-house  door  ! " 

/"7\ 


Men's  meal,  second  call — 

"  Potatoes  and  puddings  all  hot,  all  hot,  all  hot ! '' 


Officers'  dinner,  first  call— 

"The  officers'   wives  have  puddings   and  pies,   the 
soldiers'  wives  have  skilly." 


We  all  know  the  pathos  attached  to  the  "  Last 
Post"  which  is  played  at  a  soldier's  funeral, 
and  that  the  final  bugle-call  which  is  sounded 
over  the  grave  is  the  "  Reveille." 

Even  the  horses  in  barracks  know  the  bugle- 
calls  ;  in  fact,  animals  too  are  very  obedient  to 

sounds,  and  they  get  to  know  the  "signification" 
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of  each  sound.  For  instance,  when  the  "  Feed  " 
is  sounded  in  the  barracks,  the  horses  begin  to 
neigh,  and  to  paw  the  ground.  Even  in  the 
din  and  roar  of  battle  the  "  bugle "  is  heard, 
and  is  obeyed  by  horses  as  well  as  men. 

"  Rush  we  at  the  trumpet's  measure 
With  glad  hearts  to  death  and  pleasure." 

GOETHE'S  Faust. 

"  For  if  the  trumpet  give  an  uncertain  voice, 
who  shall  prepare  himself  for  war?" 

The  skirl  of  the  bagpipes  makes  the  High- 
land regiments  feel  that  there  is  nothing  they 
will  not  do  or  dare.  In  the  last  South  African 
War,  there  Was  a  small  bugler  boy  who  was  in 
the  thick  of  the  fight,  and  even-  though  he  was 
wounded  he  would  not  desert  his  post,  and  not 
until  the  bugle  was  shot  out  of  his  hand  did 
he  part  from  it. 

Upon  the  Matterhorn  there  is  a  man  whose 
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work  it  is  to  blow  a  horn  at  the  first  streak  of 
dawn,  to  announce  to  those  in  the  dark  valley 
below  that  the  sun  is  rising,  and  that  a  new 
day  has  begun. 

At  all  great  pageants  it  is  the  music  that 
adds  so  greatly  to  the  beauty  and  dignity 
of  the  scenes  and  ceremonies.  Upon  state 
occasions  the  arrival  of  the  King  and  Queen 
is  heralded  by  a  fanfare  of  silver  trumpets. 

Once  a  year,  at  St  Peter's,  Rome,  the 
silver  trumpets  are  played  in  the  heights 
of  the  great  dome,  to  proclaim  that  it  is 
Easter. 

There  is  something  so  thrilling  in  the  notes 
of  a  single  trumpet ! 

On  the  occasion  of  the  Thanksgiving  Service 
at  St  Paul's  after  the  King's  terrible  illness  in 
June  of  1902,  as  their  Majesties  entered  the 
Cathedral  a  single  trumpet  played  the  air  of 
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"  Now  thank  we  all  our  God."  It  seemed  like 
one  voice  speaking  for  the  Nation,  and  it  was 
the  keynote  to  the  whole  service. 

There  is  a  great  deal  of  music  which  we 
cannot  dissociate  from  the  words  for  which 
it  was  written.  Directly  we  hear  the  music, 
the  words  rush  into  our  minds.  How  few  hear 
the  music  of  the  "  Lost  Chord  "  without  at  once 
thinking  of  the  words  ! 

I  was  present  when  King  Edward  presented 
medals  to  the  first  soldiers  and  reservists  who 
returned  from  the  Boer  War.  I  shall  never 
forget  that  great,  pathetic  procession  as  it 
passed  before  the  King  and  Queen. 

Some  had  only  one  leg  or  arm,  others  were 
on  crutches,  some  supported  by  their  comrades, 
the  long  procession  often  slowing  down  to  let 
the  wounded  ones  go  gently  past  their  King. 

The  bands  were   playing   all   the   time   the 
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sweet  old  airs,  bringing  tears  to  our  eyes, 
whilst  our  hearts  sang  the  words. 

For  instance,  "  Poor  Tom  Bowling "  was 
softly  played  when  the  Naval  contingent  passed, 
and  we  thought  of  the  many  brave  sailors  and 
soldiers  who,  too,  had  "gone  aloft"  in  the  war. 

When  the  Tommies  passed,  the  bands  played 
"  Where  are  the  boys  of  the  old  brigade  ?  "  and 
"  Auld  Lang  Syne,"  and  of  course  "  Home, 
Sweet  Home  "  was  played  1 

One  could  not  help  thinking  what  a  mighty 
chorus  it  would  have  been  had  our  voices  sung 
the  words  which  we  were  silently  singing  in  our 
hearts. 

"  Some  chord  in  unison  with  what  we  hear 
Is  touched  within  us,  and  our  hearts  reply." 

Very  often  the  well-known  words  of  a  song 
or  hymn  are  spoilt  to  us  because  they  are  sung 
to  a  new  tune.  I  have  often  seen  people 
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indignantly  shut  up  their  hymn-books  in 
church  because  old,  well-known  words  were 
being  sung  to  a  strange  tune.  There  are 
certain  hymns  that  cannot  be  separated  from 
their  own  music. 

One  of  the  choir  girls  in  our  village  was 
dying  of  consumption.  She  had  a  great  long- 
ing to  hear  once  more  the  hymns  so  often  sung 
in  church.  The  words  of  some  of  her  favourites 
were  read  to  her,  but  she  said,  "  I  want  to  hear 
their  tunes  once  more  before  I  die." 

To  gratify  her  wish,  the  choir  assembled  in 
the  cottage  where  she  lay  dying.  We  all 
collected  in  the  little  kitchen  close  to  her 
room,  and  there  we  softly  sang  her  favourite 
hymns. 

One  of  the  hymns  was  "  The  sands  of  time 
are  sinking."  It  was  with  broken  voices  that 
we  sang  it.  But  only  the  harmonies  reached 
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her  dying  ears,  and  that  was  our  "  Good-bye," 
for  by  the  time  we  had  all  reached  our  homes 
her  spirit  had  passed  away. 

DISCORDS 

Alas  !  there  are  also  the  discords  in  our  lives. 
There  are  sounds  and  "  discordant  notes  "  that 
seem  to  hurt  one,  but  they  are  all  earthborn 
sounds — angry  voices  and  the  tongue  of 
slander,  the  shriek  of  the  engine,  the  rush  of 
a  motor,  and  aimless  "strumming"  upon 
pianos.  I  do  not  include  barrel-organs, 
because  one  of  the  prettiest  scenes  I  know  of 
is  to  see  the  children  dancing  to  their  strains 
in  the  streets  of  London. 

Directly  dance  music  is  played  the  children 
appear  from  all  sides  as  if  by  magic,  and  begin 
to  dance  to  the  measure  of  the  music.  It  does 
not  matter  to  them  if  the  rain  is  falling  in 
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torrents  or  not ;  they  must  dance,  because  the 
music  has  set  their  little  limbs  in  motion ! 

Melody  can  come  out  of  some  discords. 
When  an  orchestra  is  "tuning  up,"  it  is  very  hard 
to  believe  that  harmony  can  come  out  of  the 
seeming  confusion  of  sound.  Each  instrument 
has  to  be  tuned  in  a  different  way,  but  the 
same  end  is  in  view,  namely,  to  bring  harmony 
out  of  discord. 

An  organ  has  to  be  left  just  a  little  out  of 
tune,  even  when  it  has  been  tuned,  and  this  is 
to  make  the  harmony  more  complete. 

I  once  heard  a  man  play  two  different  tunes 
upon  the  piano  at  the  same  time,  one  with  his 
right  hand  and  the  other  with  his  left.  But  he 
harmonised  them  until  they  sounded  like  one 
lovely  refrain. 

I  remember  one  day  hearing  some  men 
break  stones  in  the  road,  and  I  noticed  that 
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each  time  their  hammers  hit  the  stones  they 
sounded  a  different  note.  But  suddenly  they 
"struck  one  chord  of  music"  for  each  note 
formed  a  harmony ! 

We  must  all  have  discordant  notes  in  our 
lives,  but  we  can  tune  them  into  melodies. 

"  Thus  even  the  discord  in  thy  soul 
Can  make  completer  music  roll 
From  out  the  great  Harmonious  Whole." 

ADELAIDE  PROCTOR. 

It  is  strange  how  fond  some  animals  are  of 
music,  even  distinguishing  certain  tunes. 

A  cousin  of  mine  had  a  cat  who  would  come 
from  any  part  of  the  house  when  she  sang 
"  Auld  Robin  Gray."  This  cat  would  sit  on 
her  shoulder,  and  would  sometimes  try  and  get 
upon  the  keys  of  the  piano  whilst  the  song  was 
being  sung. 

We  also   had    a   cat   who   always   came   to 
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church  with  me  when  I  practised  on  the  organ. 
He  generally  sat  solemnly  in  a  pew,  or  on  the 
organ  stool  by  my  side. 

It  is  said  that  when  Beethoven  was  a  boy 
he  used  to  practise  his  violin  in  an  old  ruined 
garret,  and  that  a  spider  was  in  the  habit  of 
leaving  its  hiding-place,  and  perching  itself 
upon  his  violin  till  he  had  finished. 

ECHOES 

There  is  some  music  so  beautiful  that  its 
very  beauty  saddens  us,  although  our  natures 
are  answering  in  quick  response  to  every  note 
we  hear. 

It  reminds  one  of  the  echoes  that  we  hear 
amongst  the  hills.  The  sound  that  starts  the 
echo  may  be  very  simple,  only  a  human  voice 
or  the  sound  of  a  horn  or  bugle,  but  the  vibra- 
tions of  the  air  take  it  up,  and  repeat  it  in 


LIFE'S  ORCHESTRA  27 

exact  imitation ;  it  travels  on  and  on,  finding 
fresh  echoes  from  the  mountains  on  its  way. 
Before  the  echo  has  died  away,  perhaps  the 
voice  that  started  it  is  gone ! 

And  so  the  echoes  in  our  hearts  are  started 
by  something  that  we  hear.  Sometimes  it  is 
a  human  voice  which  has  spoken  words  that 
have  roused  an  answering  echo  in  our  hearts, 
or  perhaps  it  is  some  melody  that  has  swept 
across  our  heart-strings  like  the  wind  across 
an  Eolian  harp,  or  it  may  be  that  sweetest  and 
saddest  of  all  sounds — church  bells. 

Here  I  must  describe  a  day  of  sharpest 
contrasts  in  the  way  of  sounds. 

A  few  months  ago  a  beloved  sister  passed 
away.  Whilst  we  were  watching  by  her  bed- 
side on  the  day  she  died,  we  heard  the  jarring 
notes  of  the  crowds  returning  from  the  Races. 
It  was  Derby  Day. 
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The  shouts  of  mirth,  mingling  with  the 
sounds  of  horns  and  bugles  and  concertinas, 
came  in  at  the  open  window,  and  the  rush  of 
motors,  and  the  roar  of  the  traffic  went  on, 
whilst  our  hearts  were  breaking. 

But  in  the  evening,  when  the  sun  had  set, 
and  there  was  a  Hush  within  and  without,  the 
church  bells  began  to  practise.  Their  soft 
peals  came  echoing  across  the  fields  into  the 
stricken  home. 

At  such  a  time  their  sweet  music  was  almost 
more  than  we  could  bear.  But  after  the  clash 
and  discords  of  the  road  it  was  peace,  and 
harmony,  and  rest. 

"  There  is  in  souls  a  sympathy  with  sounds, 
And  as  the  mind  is  pitched  the  ear  is  pleased 
With  melting  airs  or  martial,  brisk  or  grave, 
Some  chord  in  unison  with  what  we  hear  replies. 
How  soft  the  music  of  those  village  bells 
Falling  at  intervals  upon  our  ear 
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In  cadence  sweet,  now  dying  all  away, 
Now  pealing  loud  again  and  louder  still, 
Clear  and  sonorous,  as  the  gale  comes  on. 
With  easy  force  it  opens  all  the  cells 
Where  Memory  slept." 

COWPER. 


LIFE'S    STAGE 

"  All  the  world's  a  stage, 
And  all  the  men  and  women  merely  players  ; 
They  have  their  exits  and  their  entrances, 
And  one  man  in  his  time  plays  many  parts." 

As  You  Like  It,  Act  ii.  Sc.  vii. 

EACH  new  day  we  begin  to  act  our  parts  and 
to  see  others  act  theirs — there  are  no  rehearsals 
for  these  plays. 

As  the  curtain  of  the  night  is  slowly  drawn 
up  by  an  Unseen  Hand,  we  see  an  empty 
stage  before  us;  for  the  play  has  not  yet 
begun. 

There    is    nothing   so   solemn    as    the    first 
30 
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silence  of  a  new  and  untried  day,  and  the 
empty  Stage.  We  cannot  tell  what  the  play 
will  be — it  may  be  tragedy,  or  it  may  be 
comedy ;  hopes  fulfilled,  or  the  reverse. 

The  first  notes  of  the  orchestra  are  heard 
when  the  sounds  of  life  begin.  In  the  country 
it  is  the  crowing  of  the  cocks,  the  chirp  of  the 
birds,  the  hum  of  the  insects,  and  the  lowing 
of  the  cattle.  In  the  towns  it  is  the  sound 
of  hurrying  footsteps,  the  restless  traffic,  and 
the  street  cries.  The  orchestra  of  life  has 
begun  to  play  its  varied  music,  and  the  vibra- 
tions of  the  air  are  set  in  motion.  Then  one 
by  one  the  actors  come  upon  the  stage,  and 
the  first  act  commences.  Each  house  has  its 
own  play  and  its  own  company. 

The  home  stage  is  a  very  important  one. 
Every  member  has  his  or  her  own  part  to 
play,  and  each  detail  must  be  acted  as  perfectly 
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as  is  possible,  for  it  all  goes  towards  making 
the  play  complete. 

When  an  actor  comes  upon  the  stage  he  has 
to  leave  behind  him  all  the  worries  of  his  life, 
and  even  his  bad  health,  if  he  is  not  strong. 
He  has  only  to  study  how  to  please  his 
audience  and  to  be  quite  self-forgetting.  And 
so  we  who  are  actors  on  the  home  stage  must 
look  upon  each  member  of  the  family  as  an 
"  audience,"  to  be  interested  or  amused  or 
taught,  perhaps  helped  and  comforted,  by  the 
way  in  which  we  "  act  our  parts  "  in  the  daily 
scenes  of  life. 

The  beginning  of  the  day  is  generally  the 
keynote  to  the  rest  of  the  day.  The  post 
comes  in,  and  perhaps  brings  news  for  good  or 
ill.  If  the  latter,  we  must  begin  to  act  our  parts 
by  being  able  to  hide  our  sorrow  or  vexation, 
or  whatever  it  is,  so  that  the  other  members  of 
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the  home  company  may  not  be  cast  down  or 
discouraged.  If  we  have  received  good  news, 
let  us  make  others  share  our  happiness  by 
shedding  light  and  sunshine  around. 

Then  the  servants,  too,  have  to  act  their 
parts.  If  we  fly  at  them  and  give  them  no 
encouragement,  it  will  paralyse  them,  and  they 
will  get  "  stage  fright "  and  forget  their  parts. 
So  let  the  stage  manager  of  the  home  company 
be  patient  with  the  "  supers,"  "  lest  they  be 
discouraged." 

When  engaging  a  servant,  I  said  to  her, 
"  I  hope  that  you  will  not  mind  being  corrected 
when  you  do  wrong  ?  "  She  replied,  "  Not  at 
all,  if  you  will  also  praise  me  when  I  do  well." 
I  have  never  forgotten  her  words. 

We  must  remember,  too,  that  we  are  each  one 
of  us  essential  to  the  home  play ;  it  would  not 

be  complete  without  us.     We  have   each   our 
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own  place  to  fill,  our  own  parts  to  act ;  and  so 
we  must  keep  going,  and  conquer  any  wish 
that  we  may  have  for  an  "  understudy  "  to  act 
for  us.  No  one  can  fill  another's  place;  our 
"  parts "  have  been  written  for  us,  and  for  us 
alone.  Even  if  we  have  the  smallest  part  in 
our  home  play,  we  cannot  be  done  without. 

"SIDE-SHOWS" 

There  are  also  the  little  "  side-shows  "  of  life, 
namely,  the  things  that  we  see  as  we  walk 
across  life's  stage.  How  many  touches  of 
tragedy  and  comedy  we  see  as  we  ride  in 
omnibuses  and  trains ! 

I  was  once  travelling  in  a  train  on  the 
Bournemouth  line,  and  we  stopped  at  a  station 
en  route.  Seeing  all  eyes  turned  in  one  direc- 
tion, I  looked  myself,  and  this  is  what  I  saw. 
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Upon  a  seat  on  the  platform  was  an  aged 
clergyman,  and  he  was  dying.  His  head,  with 
snow-white  hair,  was  resting  on  his  daughter's 
shoulder.  A  hospital  nurse  was  feeling  his 
pulse,  and  his  son,  a  clergyman,  was  reading 
the  Prayers  for  the  Dying.  In  a  circle  at  a 
distance  was  a  sympathising  crowd,  the  men 
with  their  hats  off;  some  were  kneeling  and 
joining  in  the  prayers.  There  was  a  solemn 
hush  in  the  air,  for  the  Angel  of  Death  was  in 
the  midst ;  even  the  engine  was  silent,  and  did 
not  puff  or  let  off  steam.  In  the  midst  of  this 
scene  the  train  crept  noiselessly  out  of  the 
station.  Our  eyes  were  dim  with  tears,  we  all 
felt  as  if  we  were  coming  out  of  church  ;  and 
the  curtain  fell  on  that  little  tragedy. 

I  heard  afterwards  that  they  had  tried  to 
take  the  poor  old  clergyman  to  Bournemouth, 
hoping  to  save  his  life  ;  but  it  was  not  to  be. 
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Another  day  I  was  in  an  omnibus  (the  only 
inside  passenger)  when  it  stopped  to  take  up 
an  old  woman  with  a  large  basket  of  flowers. 
Following  her  was  a  well-dressed  lady,  who 
had  to  wait  whilst  the  old  woman  got  in  with 
her  cumbersome  basket,  and  they  sat  side  by 
side.  Suddenly,  to  my  surprise,  the  lady 
turned  to  the  old  woman  and  said  : 

"  How  can  I  ever  thank  you  enough  for  all 
you  have  done  for  me  ?  You  have  indeed  been 
a  '  friend  in  need,'  and  there  is  nothing  I  would 
not  do  for  you  in  return." 

The  old  woman  replied  :  "  I've  done  nothing 
but  what  I  oughter  'ave  done.  What  are  we 
in  the  world  for,  but  to  'elp  each  other  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  the  lady,  "  but  few  would  have 
done  whaiyou  did  for  me." 

And  then  she  took  the  old  woman's  hand  in 
hers,  and  said,  "But  oh!  wasn't  he  bitter  to  me?" 
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At  this  point  I  had  to  leave  the  omnibus,  and 
knew  no  more  of  that  little  "  side-show." 


"LIVING    PICTURES" 

One  of  the  prettiest  "  living  pictures  "  that  I 
have  seen  was  a  sand  competition  for  children. 
There  were  castles  and  bridges,  forts  and 
gardens,  all  made  entirely  from  materials 
found  upon  the  seashore. 

On  a  lovely  summer  morning,  bathed  in 
sunshine,  seventy-two  little  children  were  to 
be  seen  streaming  down  to  the  sands  with  their 
spades,  and  carrying  buckets  full  of  seaweeds, 
and  stones  and  shells  of  every  shape  and  colour, 
besides  many  other  wonderful  things  found 
upon  the  sands  and  rocks  at  low  tide. 

Their  little  faces  were  radiant  with  hope 
and  expectation,  and  full  of  purpose,  each 
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one  believing  that  the  first  prize  would 
be  his  or  hers. 

Upon  the  sands  was  a  veritable  garden  of 
children,  all  working  as  hard  as  if  they  were 
bond-fide  labourers  toiling  for  their  living. 
There  was  a  busy  hum  of  voices,  with  the 
high,  shrill  tones  of  childhood  sounding  above 
it  all. 

It  was  most  interesting  to  watch  the  busy 
workers,  and  to  see  their  little  minds  and 
hands  working  in  unison. 

I  was  much  struck  with  the  children's  absorp- 
tion in  their  work,  never  heeding  the  "  audience  " 
that  were  watching  and  criticising  them.  We 
"  grown-ups "  would  have  been  flurried  and 
nervous  with  so  many  eyes  upon  us,  but  not 
the  children  !  They  kept  their  eyes  steadfastly 
upon  their  work,  only  looking  up  to  see  approval 
in  their  parents'  or  their  nurses'  eyes. 
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There  was  a  great  variety  of  ideas.  Some 
made  gardens  with  flower-beds  of  coloured  sea- 
weed, and  paths  of  pebbles  and  borders  of  shells. 
There  were  some  splendid  forts,  with  bridges 
and  archways  and  moats ;  one  had  a  drawbridge. 
A  small  boy  made  his  monogram,  exquisitely 
traced  in  shells  and  seaweed.  There  was  a 
church,  a  clock,  and  a  compass. 

I  am  sure  that  some  of  our  future  great 
artists  and  engineers  were  on  those  sands ! 

Meanwhile  the  great  anxiety  was — would 
the  sea  keep  back  long  enough,  or  would  the 
tide  come  in  too  fast  ?  Already  it  was  stealing 
up,  and  some  of  the  moats  round  the  castles 
were  full ;  it  was  a  race  between  the  sea  and 
the  children. 

Some  of  the  little  ones  were  crying  bitterly 
as  the  sea  came  creeping  round  the  work  that 
had  taken  them  hours  of  labour  to  do. 
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We  heard  one  small  child  crying  in  a  voice 
of  despair,  "  My  castle !  my  castle !  Oh !  save 
my  castle  /"  and  as  the  waves  came  gently 
lapping  round  it,  she  stamped  her  bare  little 
foot  upon  the  sand,  then  threw  herself  upon 
her  castle  in  an  abandonment  of  grief.  She 
was  gently  lifted  up,  and  the  waves  soon  washed 
it  all  away. 

Then  the  spades  and  empty  buckets  were 
collected  together,  and  the  seventy-two  little 
children  went  homewards,  and  the  relentless 
sea  rolled  in,  sweeping  away  that  pretty  "  living 
picture  "  from  our  sight. 

I  have  also  seen  many  living  pictures  from 
the  train,  as  we  sped  past  open  windows. 

Once  I  was  returning  home  after  dark,  when 
the  lights  were  lit,  and,  looking  in  at  an  open 
window,  I  saw  a  dimly  lighted  room,  with  a 
silent  form  lying  on  the  bed.  Kneeling  by  the 
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bedside  was  a  woman,  with  her  face  buried 
in  her  hands,  sobbing  as  if  her  heart  would 
break. 

Through  another  open  window  I  saw  some 
little  white-robed  children  saying  their  prayers 
at  their  mother's  knee  ;  and  the  train  rushed  on. 

One  evening  I  was  returning  from  Earl's 
Court,  and  was  passing  a  large,  brilliantly 
lighted  house,  when  the  front  door  suddenly 
opened  and  two  men  in  evening  dress  rushed 
out,  fighting !  The  sound  of  the  blows  they 
dealt  each  other  was  terrible  to  hear.  Then 
there  was  a  scream,  and  with  a  thud  they 
rolled  down  the  front-door  steps  together. 
The  crowd  closed  round,  and  I  never  knew 
the  end. 

All  these  passing  scenes  show  us  that  every 
home  has  its  own  stage  and  tragedies,  and 
its  "living  pictures,"  of  which  we  are  only 
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allowed    a    passing     glimpse,    and    then    the 
curtain    falls. 

"  For  in  and  out,  above,  about,  below, 
'Tis  nothing  but  a  Magic  Shadow  Show, 

Played  in  a  Box,  whose  candle  is  the  Sun 
Round  which  we  Phantom  figures  come  and  go." 

OMAR  KHAYYAM. 


LIFE'S  "BEHIND  THE  SCENES" 

:'  Every  day  is  a  fresh  beginning, 

Every  day  is  the  world  made  new  : 
You  who  are  weary  of  sorrow  and  sinning, 
Here  is  a  beautiful  hope  for  you, 
A  hope  for  me  and  a  hope  for  you. 

"  Here  are  the  skies  all  burnished  brightly, 

Here  is  the  spent  earth  all  re-born  ; 
Here  are  the  tired  limbs  springing  lightly 
To  face  the  sun — and  to  share  with  the  morn 
In  the  chrism  of  dew  and  the  cool  of  the  dawn. 

"  Every  day  is  a  fresh  beginning  ; 

Listen,  my  soul,  to  the  glad  refrain, 
And  spite  of  old  sorrow  and  older  sinning 
And  puzzles  forecasted,  and  older  pain, 
Take  heart  with  the  day  and  begin  again." 

In  Tune  with  the  Infinite. 
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THE  first  three  words  in  the  Bible  are : 

"IN  THE  BEGINNING" 

How  important  are  all  the  beginnings  of  life  ! 
We  very  often  forget  that  everything  we  see, 
hear,  and  do  has  had  its  beginning  from 
"behind  the  scenes." 

Nothing  springs  into  sudden  life  or  success  ; 
all  must  come  gradually  into  perfection.  The 
strength  of  most  things  lies  behind  the  scenes. 
It  is  there  that  the  training  goes  on,  that  the 
details  are  carried  out,  and  the  machinery  set 
in  motion. 

We  do  not  often  see  machinery  at  work, 
we  only  behold  the  results.  We  do  not 
see  the  foundations  of  a  building,  but  with- 
out them  it  would  fall  to  the  ground.  We 
do  not  see  the  roots  of  trees  and  flowers,  we 
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only  see  them  when  they  rise  above  the 
ground  ;  but  the  real  life  is  hidden  from  our 
sight. 

In  some  theatres,  when  it  is  desired  to  render 
the  scenes  dim  and  obscure,  for  scenic  effect,  a 
crape  curtain  is  lowered. 

In  like  fashion,  there  are  some  of  life's 
"behind  the  scenes"  for  which  we  also  have 
to  lower  an  obscuring  curtain.  There  are  the 
deep  and  hidden  scenes  disclosed  when  we 
enter  into  our  hidden  chambers  and  "  shut  to 
the  door." 

As  I  write  these  words,  there  is  the  hush  of 
sorrow  and  death  in  an  adjacent  house.  The 
bread-winner  has  been  suddenly  struck  down, 
and  is  lying  dead  in  a  hospital.  His  little  child 
is  playing  and  singing,  and  chasing  butter- 
flies in  the  garden.  But  inside  the  house 
"the  women  are  weeping  and  wringing  their 
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hands,  for  him  who  will  never  come  back  to 
the  town." 

This  husband  and  father  was  a  working  man. 
One  evening,  when  we  were  ourselves  in  great 
sorrow,  he  rang  softly  at  the  bell,  and  asked  to 
see  me. 

I  shall  never  forget  the  transformation 
that  sympathy  had  worked  in  that  man's 
face;  every  feature  seemed  refined  and  glori- 
fied with  a  touch  of  the  Divine.  At  other 
times  he  was  the  plumber,  now  he  was 
a  Messenger.  "  How  lovely  are  the  mes- 
sengers ! " 

He  spoke  real  words  of  comfort  to  me, 
and  the  tears  were  streaming  from  his 
eyes  as  he  said,  "  Your  father  and  your 
brother  are  not  gone  very  far  away,  Miss " ; 
and  now  he  himself  is  gone  "not  very  far 
away." 
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One  is  often  surprised  at  the  sympathetic 
natures  servants  develop  from  being  in  contact 
with  refined  life. 

Not  long  ago,  when  we  were  in  deepest  grief 
from  losing  father  and  brother  within  twenty- 
eight  days  of  each  other,  I  found  that  our 
young  housemaid  on  each  occasion,  when  our 
dear  ones  were  lying  in  the  great  Silence  of 
death,  had  crept  up  to  their  rooms  the  last 
thing  at  night  before  she  went  to  bed  to  see 
that  the  flowers  were  fresh,  and  that  the  lighted 
candles  would  last  through  the  night.  The 
first  thing  in  the  morning  she  did  the  same ; 
and,  when  they  were  laid  in  their  last  resting- 
places,  she  would  use  her  "  days  out "  for  visits 
to  the  cemetery,  buying  flowers  out  of  her  wages 
to  place  upon  their  graves. 
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DOMESTIC   "BEHIND   THE   SCENES" 

Every  house  has  its  own  "behind  the 
scenes."  The  machinery  is  set  in  motion  at 
the  beginning  of  the  day.  This  is  done  by 
the  servants  getting  up  early,  and  having  all 
ready  and  in  order  before  the  family  come 
upon  the  scene. 

Marcus  Aurelius  says : — 

"  In  the  morning,  when  thou  risest  unwill- 
ingly, let  this  thought  be  present :  I  am 
rising  to  the  work  of  a  human  being. 
Why  then  am  I  dissatisfied  if  I  am  going 
to  do  the  things  for  which  I  exist  and 
for  which  I  was  brought  into  the  world? 
Or  have  I  been  made  for  this,  to  lie  in 
the  bedclothes  and  keep  myself  warm  ?  Dost 
thou  exist  then  to  take  thy  pleasure,  and 
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not  at  all  for  action  or  exertion?  Dost  thou 
not  see  the  little  plants,  the  little  birds,  the 
ants,  the  spiders,  the  bees,  working  together 
to  put  in  order  the  several  parts  of  the 
universe  ?  " 

What  a  difference  it  makes  to  the  household 
if  the  servants  do  their  early  morning  work 
well  and  faithfully !  If  the  machinery  works 
smoothly  at  the  beginning  of  the  day,  then  all 
the  rest  works  smoothly  too. 

We  ought  to  try  and  train  our  servants  in 
their  minds,  as  well  as  in  their  work ;  we  can 
raise  their  thoughts  above  the  drudgery  by 
trying  to  teach  them  to  have  high  ideals, 
even  about  their  work,  and  by  helping 
them  to  feel  that  "  Blessed  be  drudgery ! " 
Let  us  treat  them  like  human  beings  with 
souls,  and  with  an  individuality  of  their 

own. 

4 
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We  must  also  help  them  to  aim  for  the 
best  in  their  work  —  for  instance,  to  let 
their  front-door  steps  be  the  whitest,  and 
the  brass  knocker  and  bell  the  brightest  in 
the  street ! 

Why  should  not  high  thoughts  and  as- 
pirations go  into  the  kitchen  and  back 
kitchen?  Let  us  have  ideals  downstairs 
as  well  as  upstairs.  God's  "breath  of  life" 
has  passed  through  every  human  being,  but 
some  keep  the  windows  of  their  .minds  tightly 
shut,  and  the  "breath  of  life"  is  suffocated 
within  them. 

We  can  open  the  windows  of  their  minds 
for  them  by  suggesting  helpful  thoughts, 
and  raising  their  ideas  of  work  to  a  higher 
level.  And  when  once  the  windows  are 
open,  the  fresh  air  and  fresh  thoughts 
will  enter  in ;  they  will  begin  to  find  that 
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"  Life  is  Beauty,"  as  well  as  "  Duty,"  and 
will  strive  to  excel  in  their  work  because 
they  cannot  help  aiming  for  the  best  and 
highest. 

"  The  trivial  round,  the  common  task, 
Will  furnish  all  we  ought  to  ask — 
Room  to  deny  ourselves  ;  a  road 
To  bring  us  daily  nearer  God." 

We  all  know  the  story  of  the  servant-girl 
who  said  that  she  was  "converted,"  and  gave 
as  the  proof  of  it  that  she  "  now  swept  under 
the  mats  every  morning." 

"  A  servant  with  this  clause 
Makes  drudgery  divine ; 
Who  sweeps  a  room  as  for  Thy  laws 
Makes  that  and  the  action  fine." 

We  all  have  our  mountain  tops  to  reach, 
and  there  should  be  "  Excelsiors  "  in  even  the 
"  common  things  "  of  life.  Let  us  try  and  follow 
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the  words  of  Emerson,  namely,  "  Hitch  your 
waggon  to  a  star ! " 

How  important  it  is  for  us  to  be  able  to 
trust  "behind  the  scenes"  those  who  are  in 
our  employment !  Alas !  we  cannot  always 
do  so. 

I  was  once  training  a  young  servant,  and 
"had  ma  doots"  as  to  whether  she  did  not 
read  when  she  ought  to  be  working.  One 
morning,  quite  early,  hearing  no  sounds  of 
sweeping,  I  went  upstairs  to  the  drawing-room, 
and  there  was  my  lady  housemaid  sitting  com- 
fortably in  an  arm-chair  reading  a  novel !  The 
floor  was  strewn  with  brushes,  dustpan,  and 
dusters.  So  absorbed  was  she  in  her  book  that 
she  did  not  hear  me  enter.  Tableau !  when 
she  did. 

I  entered  our  dining-room  unexpectedly  one 
morning  when  our  young  cook  was  doing  her 
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work.  I  saw  reflected  through  the  mirror  that 
she  took  a  large  plum  from  the  sideboard. 
Hearing  a  sound,  she  put  the  whole  plum  into 
her  mouth,  and  then  turned  round  to  face — me  ! 
Her  dismay  and  horror,  added  to  her  appearance 
with  this  large  plum  in  her  mouth,  were  almost 
too  much  for  my  gravity !  She  held  her 
face  as  if  in  great  pain,  and,  murmuring 
something  about  "toothache,"  fled  from  the 
room  ! 

It  is  well  for  us  that  we  do  not  always  know 
what  goes  on  "  behind  the  scenes." 

One  morning  at  breakfast,  a  few  days  after 
the  arrival  of  this  young  cook,  we  noticed  that 
the  butter  was  a  very  strange  colour,  and  rang 
for  some  more,  but  there  was  none.  So  as  it 
tasted  all  right,  we  had  to  eat  it,  faute  de 
mieux.  When  I  descended  into  the  kitchen 
after  breakfast,  I  found  butter  all  over  the  floor. 
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I  asked  what  it  meant,  and  she  said  quite  cheer- 
fully, "Oh,  I  dropped  the  butter,  Miss,"  and 
then  added  in  a  voice  of  triumph,  "  But  I 
scraped  it  nearly  all  up  again ! " 

And  that  was  the  butter  which  we  had 
eaten ! 

One  evening,  at  dinner,  our  soup  had  a 
specially  fine  flavour.  All  round  the  table  there 
was  a  chorus  of,  "  How  nice  the  soup  is ! "  I 
noticed  that  the  housemaid  had  a  great  diffi- 
culty in  keeping  her  countenance,  having  every 
now  and  then  to  leave  the  room  to  hide  her 
amusement.  So  after  dinner  I  asked  her  what 
the  reason  was.  She  told  me  that  the  cook 
had  spilt  most  of  the  soup,  and  had  ladled 
it  up  from  the  kitchen  floor,  serving  it  up  for 
dinner. 

"  If  we  only,  only  knew  !  " 

Both  these  girls  became  good  servants. 
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A  friend  of  mine  came  home  unexpectedly 
one  day  and  found  her  butler  seated  comfort- 
ably in  an  armchair  in  her  boudoir,  reading 
her  letters.  She  stood  quite  still  until  he  had 
finished  the  one  he  was  reading.  He  then 
put  it  down  and  proceeded  to  take  another, 
when,  looking  up,  he  saw  his  mistress ! 
She  said  quietly  to  him,  "  I  am  feeling 
very  tired ;  would  you  kindly  let  me  sit  in 
my  armchair  ?  And  if  you  have  quite  finished 
my  letters,  will  you  kindly  put  them  away 
for  me  ?  " 

Exit  the  butler ! 

I  was  once  leaving  the  Parish  Magazine  at 
the  cottages  in  my  father's  parish.  At  one 
house  a  very  small  child  came  to  the  door. 
I  said  to  her,  "  Will  you  tell  your  mother 
that  the  lady  is  come  with  the  magazine, 
and  would  like  to  see  her?" 
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After  some  time  the  child  returned  without 
her  mother.  I  asked,  "  What  did  your  mother 
say  ?  " 

The  child  replied,  "Please,  Miss,  she  said, 
1  Bother  the  lady!'" 

Exit  the  lady ! 

"  Behind  the  scenes  "  in  a  theatre  is  a  world 
all  to  itself.  The  "  company "  there  is  very 
different  to  that  upon  the  stage,  but  in  its 
own  way  it  is  of  equal  importance,  for  what 
would  the  play  do  without  it? 

There  are  the  carpenters  and  scene-shifters, 
the  dressers  and  call-boys,  besides  many  others, 
who  all  have  most  important  places  to  fill. 
Everyone  and  everything  must  work  smoothly 
and  in  unison,  in  order  that  the  scenes  upon 
the  stage  may  also  work  without  any  hitch  or 
failure. 

The  hidden   things   behind   the   scenes   are 
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often  as  interesting  as  the  play  itself.  There 
are  the  unselfish  deeds,  the  self-sacrifices,  the 
disappointments  and  heart-breaks  that  are 
often  never  even  heard  of. 

I  heard  the  other  day  of  an  actor  who  had 
spent  the  whole  day  by  his  child's  dying  bed, 
and  at  sunset  the  child  died.  The  father  went 
straight  from  the  silent  room  to  take  his  part 
in  a  comedy.  And  the  audience  never 
knew  that  behind  the  laughter  there  were 
tears. 

I  was  once  staying  in  some  rooms  in  town. 
In  the  same  house  was  staying  a  young  actor. 
He  was  taken  suddenly  ill  with  influenza,  and 
his  temperature  was  104°.  The  doctor  told 
him  that  it  would  be  suicidal  for  him  to  go  to 
the  theatre  to  act.  But  as  the  play  had  only 
commenced  the  night  before,  and  he  had  a 
leading  part,  with  no  "understudy,"  he  said 
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that  even  if  it  killed  him  he  would  go,  for  he 
could  not  desert  the  "  company."  And  so  he 
went. 

None  of  the  audience  knew  that  between 
each  act  he  fainted,  and  that  the  strain  he  had 
to  put  upon  his  throat  and  lungs  caused  a 
blood-vessel  to  break. 

The  next  day  the  papers  were  full  of  his 
brilliant  acting,  the  most  brilliant  part  of  all 
being  (only  they  did  not  know  it)  that  he  had 
acted  being  well  and  strong. 

Then  there  are  the  "  behind  the  scenes  "  in 
our  own  lives,  where  so  much  lies  hidden  from 
our  sight. 

The  "REASON  WHY"  of  everything  is  there. 
We  have  to  be  content  it  should  remain  be- 
hind the  scenes  for  a  time,  until  the  "call" 
comes  and  the  curtain  goes  up  for  the  last 
time. 
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When  I  was  in  Paris  I  went  to  see  the 
Gobelin  tapestries  being  made.  Beautiful  as 
the  work  and  the  designs  were,  I  thought 
the  most  beautiful  part  of  it  all  was  that  the 
workers  did  not  see  the  pattern  as  they 
worked,  for  it  was  all  done  from  the  back  of 
the  tapestry. 

They  only  saw  the  "  wrong  side,"  as  it  were, 
with  its  confused  mass  of  threads  and  cross- 
stitches.  Apparently  they  were  following  no 
pattern ;  yet,  when  looking  from  the  right 
side,  one  saw  that  each  stitch  had  a  meaning, 
and  that  a  beautiful  design  was  gradually 
coming  into  form,  although  unseen  by  those 
behind  the  scenes.  I  was  told  that  some- 
times the  workers  do  not  see  the  pattern 
at  all  until  it  is  finished.  And  then 
they  come  round  to  the  other  side  and  see 
that  all  their  labours,  and  all  their  stitches, 
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have   worked    into    a    complete    and    perfect 
Whole. 

"  I  do  not  ask  to  see 
The  distant  scene — one  step  enough  for  me." 

CARDINAL  NEWMAN. 


LIFE'S   SCENERY 

"  Oh  !  how  the  spell  before  my  sight 
Brings  Nature's  hidden  ways  to  light. 
See  !  all  things  with  each  other  blending, 
Each  to  all  its  being  lending, 
All  on  each  in  turn  depending — 
Heavenly  Ministers  descending, 
And  again  to  Heaven  up-tending, 
Floating,  mingling,  interweaving, 
Rising,  sinking,  and  receiving 
Each  from  each,  while  each  is  giving 
On  to  each,  and  each  relieving 

Each 

Breathing  blessings,  see  them  bending, 
Balanced  worlds  from  change  defending, 
Whilst  everywhere  diffused  is  Harmony  unending." 

GOETHE'S  Faust. 
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OUR  minds  are  so  influenced  by  what  our 
eyes  behold.  Most  beautiful  then  should  life's 
scenery  be ! 

The  success  of  a  play  greatly  depends  upon 
the  scenery  and  stage  effects.  The  more 
perfectly  the  scenes  of  Nature  are  repro- 
duced, the  more  complete  and  successful 
is  the  play,  as  both  the  actors  and  the 
audience  are  influenced  and  inspired  by 
what  they  see. 

Therefore  let  the  scenery  on  the  home  stage 
be  of  the  best,  and  the  colours  and  harmonies 
of  Nature  our  teachers. 

We  can  learn  so  mflch,  when  on  a  walk 
or  a  drive  or  journey,  by  looking  at  all  we 
see  from  an  artistic  point  of  view,  realising 
that  the  scenery  in  our  great,  Beautiful  World 
is  put  there  entirely  for  us,  who  are  God's 
Audience. 


LIFE'S  SCENERY  63 


How  awe-inspiring  and  dramatic  a  storm  can 
be !  I  remember  the  first  and  only  storm  that 
I  have  ever  seen  at  sea.  At  the  time  it  was 
too  full  of  horror  for  me  to  realise  its  grandeur 
and  its  beauty.  It  was  in  the  Gulf  of  Lyons. 
There  had  been  a  wonderful  sunset.  The 
mountains  on  the  Spanish  coast  were  gaunt  and 
black  in  the  background,  and  the  sky  and  sea 
were  bathed  in  prismatic  colours.  Finally  the 
sea  became  a  deep  crimson,  and  we  glided 
along  a  lake  of  fire.  Then  it  changed  to  a 
dark,  lowering  purple,  and  the  curtain  of  the 
night  slowly  fell.  The  great  ship  glided  on, 
and  there  were  no  sounds  to  be  heard  but 
the  swish  of  the  water  and  the  throbbing 
of  the  engines.  In  the  atmosphere  there  was 
a  strange  calm  and  stillness  ;  a  sort  of  dread 
was  upon  us  all  that  the  next  scene  would  be 
a  tragedy. 
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Suddenly  the  tarpaulin  began  to  flap 
ominously,  and  a  low  moan  went  through  the 
rigging, — and  then  the  storm  began  !  The  sea, 
which  a  few  hours  before  had  been  like  a 
peaceful  lake,  was  now  boiling,  foaming,  and 
raging.  Sometimes  our  ship  was  poised  on  a 
wave  like  a  mountain  top,  where  we  strained 
and  shivered;  then  we  were  swept  down  into 
the  great  trough  of  the  sea  again.  The  noises 
were  terrific,  as  if  every  plank  were  bursting 
asunder.  Suddenly  a  great  wave  came  broad- 
side on  the  ship,  striking  us  with  terrific  force, 
and  doing  great  damage.  For  over  two 
hours  we  were  drifting  before  the  wind,  whilst 
the  damage  was  repaired. 

The  sea  was  white  with  foam,  as  if  snow 
mountains  had  broken  loose,  and  were  tossing 
upon  the  waves.  When  the  curtain  of  the  night 
was  again  slowly  raised,  how  changed  was  the 
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scene !  The  sky  and  sea  were  once  more  calm 
and  blue.  As  the  dawn  broke  the  band  played 
softly  the  German  chorale,  "  Now  thank  we  all 
our  God,"  as  if  to  tune  our  minds  to  thankful- 
ness, and  to  remind  us  that  it  is  God  Who 
provides  our  scenery  for  us,  and  Who  knows 
when  to  drop  and  raise  the  curtain  on  the 
stormy  scenes  of  life. 

"  He  maketh  the  storm  a  calm,  so  that  the 
waves  thereof  are  still." 

In  those  few  hours  the  dramatic  changes 
might  have  been  called  too  unreal  and  vivid  if 
reproduced  upon  a  stage,  and  yet  what  is  there 
so  vivid  as  Nature  ? 

In  writing  about  the  scenery  on  life's  stage 
one  hardly  knows  where  to  stop.  We  come  to 
the  end  of  stage  scenery  very  quickly,  but  to 
Nature's  there  is  no  end. 

If  we    could    all   train    our   eyes   to    notice 

5 
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and  see  the  beauties  and  possibilities  around 
us,  we  should  impress  it  upon  our  minds 
and  make  it  impossible  to  produce  anything 
but  what  is  helpful  to  us  to  look  at  and  to 
live  in.  There  are  such  beautiful  things  to 
copy  from.  Nature  is  so  rich  in  material  and 
design. 

In  a  paper  read  before  the  Society  of 
Arts,  Mr  Bodley,  R.A.,  describes  Nature 
as  our  great  teacher  in  the  paths  of  art  and 
beauty. 

He  says :  "  First  and  foremost  there  is  the 
principle  of  following  Nature — Nature  in  her 
stately  grandeur  or  calm  beauty ;  Nature  from 
the  'human  form  divine'  to  the  simplest 
flower  or  delicate  tiny  shell,  from  the  mighty 
mountain  to  the  tender  grass  of  the  valley. 
In  the  highest  art,  as  in  sculpture  and  paint- 
ing, there  is  the  obvious  principle  of  closely 
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and  faithfully  following  Nature,  not  indeed 
without  judgment  and  feeling,  and  not,  above 
all,  without  imagination.  For  we  must  all 
touch  our  art  work  with  human  feeling  and 
human  thought.  Nevertheless,  the  everlasting 
law  for  the  arts  of  painting  and  sculpture 
is  to  be  in  complete  harmony  with  Nature  at 
her  best,  and  to  be  faithful  and  true  to  her 
teaching." 

There  is  one  thing  in  which  the  theatrical 
scenery  is  superior  to  ours ;  we  rarely  see 
an  ugly  building  reproduced  upon  the  stage. 
If  some  of  our  hideous  houses  and  streets 
were  depicted  in  a  scene,  it  would  surely 
mar  the  effectiveness  of  the  play  to  the 
audience. 

Beautiful  places  are  ruined  by  ugly  houses, 
and  straight  bare  walls  and  streets.  The 
materials  are  all  provided  for  us,  and  they  are 
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perfect.  But  it  is  what  we  make  of  them  that 
is  the  pity ! 

Our  tragedies  and  sorrows  would  be  easier 
to  bear,  and  our  "  parts "  would  be  so  much 
better  acted,  if  the  "  scenery "  around  us  were 
more  perfect. 

We  cannot  all  live  in  beautiful  places, 
but  wherever  we  are  there  are  streets  and 
houses  and  gardens,  and  if  they  were  of 
restful  colours,  and  of  artistic  forms  and 
designs,  our  minds  would  be  raised  above 
our  troubles — at  least  they  would  be  easier 
to  bear,  because  we  have  looked  at  what  is 
beautiful. 

Once,  when  walking  with  a  friend,  we  came 
to  a  spot  of  perfect  beauty.  We  could  not 
speak  ;  we  only  stood  in  silence,  and  our  eyes 
drank  in  the  scene  around  us.  Suddenly  we 
heard  a  heart-rending  cry  of  sorrow,  and  words 
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of  anguish  came  from  a  man's  lips.  We  pulled 
aside  some  boughs  to  see  what  this  tragedy 
was. 

We  saw  a  man  lying  prone  upon  the  grass, 
apparently  in  despairing  grief.  He  then  rose 
up  and  gazed  at  all  the  beauty  around  him,  as 
if  to  gather  help  and  comfort  from  it,  and  he 
became  quite  calm. 

Again  he  spoke  ;  this  time  it  was  with  words 
of  hope  and  comfort — such  grand,  strong  words  ! 
And  all  the  time  there  was  a  gentle  accompani- 
ment in  the  low  music  of  a  running  brook,  part 
of  God's  orchestra. 

How  we  wondered  what  this  "side-show" 
meant ! 

We  heard  afterwards  that  he  was  a  well- 
known  actor,  who  went  every  day  to  rehearse 
his  part  in  this  lovely  spot,  and  so  gathered 
inspiration  from  its  beauty. 
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"  Thank  God  for  one  moment  where  beauty  is  rife, 
Thank  God  for  one  moment  of  beautiful  Life, 
A  sunbeam,  a  raindrop,  a  white  rolling  cloud — 
My  heart  breaks  with  rapture,  my  soul  cries  aloud." 

FRED.  G.  BOWLES. 

Every  house  is  a  mirror,  or  a  photograph,  of 
the  builder,  and  of  those  who  live  in  it.  There- 
fore let  our  houses  and  "home  scenery"  be 
worthy  reflections  of  those  who  dwell  within  ; 
as  thereby  we  are  actually  helping  and  inspir- 
ing those  who  are  acting  their  "  parts  "  upon  the 
stage  of  life,  as  well  as  our  "  audience,"  who  are 
the  lookers-on,  ready  to  judge  or  applaud  us,  as 
the  case  may  be. 

When  God  placed  His  scenery  for  us  in  our 
beautiful  world,  He  "  made  to  grow  out  of  the 
ground  every  tree  that  is  pleasant  to  the  sight" ; 
and  then  He  gave  us  eyes  to  see  them  with. 

And  so  we  must  let  all  that  surrounds  us,  be 
"pleasant  to  the  sight" 
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"  Oh,  may  each  home  be  fair  and  gay  ! 

Its  rooms  are  tiny  stages, 
Where  love's  sweet  orchestra  may  play 

Glad  songs  for  all  the  ages. 
The  actors  come,  the  actors  go  ; 

Be  this  our  dream  and  duty — 
To  beautify  the  house  below, 

And  make  it  speak  of  beauty  !  " 

F.  G.  B. 
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"  I  would  that  all  the  world  were  fair, 
I  would  we  dwelt  with  beauty  all  around. 
Men  are  content  to  live  their  ugly  lives  ; 
'What  does   it  matter?'     Clea'nse  your  minds  from 

that ; 

Talk  not  profanity.     Was  not  the  world 
Born  fair  for  us  ?     Does  not  the  eastern  sky 
Flush  like  a  rose  to  greet  each  fair  young  day  ? 
Does  not  the  west  turn  crimson  ere  the  night 
Sees  the  slow,  solemn  march  of  myriad  stars 
Does  not  the  moon  sail  thro'  fair  fleecy  clouds 
And  hold  her  court  of  beauty  in  the  sky  ? 
And  on  the  earth  does  not  the  daisy  smile  ? 
Time  was  when  all  the  world  was  fair,  but  now 
Not  e'en  the  sea  remains  immaculate. 
Time  was  when  every  common  thing  men  made 
Was  comely,  and  did  image  things  with  life. 
And  now  men  make  them  dead — '  for  use  alone '  ! 
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The  stately  ships  bore  sails,  and  kindly  wind 

Would  swell  them,  curving  them  in  beauteous  lines. 

What  matter  if  but  troughs  will  carry  food 

To  feed  the  careless  herd. 

Return,  O  Beauty  !  dwell  with  us  once  more." 

GEORGE  BODLEY,  R.A. 

WHAT  the  eye  sees  the  heart  feels. 

I  was  much  interested  in  an  article  which  I 
read  in  a  paper  one  day,  on  "  Expressions  and 
Depressions."  The  idea  conveyed  was  that 
our  feelings  were  greatly  influenced  by  the 
actual  expressions  of  the  face. 

To  look  unhappy  adds  to  our  depression, 
and  to  have  an  expression  and  an  attitude 
of  suffering  adds  to  our  physical  pain. 

To  look  happy  is  a  long  way  towards  being 
happy — in  spite  of  all !  Another  point  of  vast 
importance  is  that  the  objects  around  us 
which  our  eyes  behold  should  be  as  near  the 
beautiful  as  is  possible. 
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The  eyes  are  the  windows  of  the  soul.  The 
emotions  within  us  shine  through  our  eye- 
windows,  sometimes  (alas !)  clouding  them, 
and  sometimes,  again,  flooding  them  with 
sunshine. 

The  things  also  that  are  from  without 
look  in  at  these  windows  and  influence 
the  inner  chambers  of  our  minds.  We  receive 
impressions  as  well  as  give  them.  Therefore, 
how  important  are  the  objects  we  contem- 
plate ! 

We  all  know  that  there  are  certain  houses 
and  rooms  that  depress  us.  Directly  we 
enter  them  a  gloom  that  we  cannot  explain 
comes  over  us.  If  our  feelings  were  analysed, 
we  should  probably  find  that  the  outside  of  the 
house  is  cold  and  cheerless  to  look  at,  or  that 
the  rooms  have  no  colour  or  expression  in 
them,  that  starched  white  curtains  are  across 
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the  windows,  shutting  out  God's  light  and  sun. 
Perhaps  the  pictures  on  the  walls  are  tawdry 
and  in  bad  taste,  or  of  sad  and  gloomy 
subjects ;  dead  flowers  in  the  vases  intended 
for  ornaments. 

Each  of  these  things  is  inconsiderable  in 
itself,  but  it  offends  the  eye  and  jars  upon  the 
nerves,  making  a  discord. 

"  Would  that  we  lived  with  beauty  all  around 
us,  and  not  in  the  deteriorating  influence  of 
ugly  things,  that  crowd  around  us  in  their 
imbecility !  How  depressing  are  all  ugly 
things !  How  delightful  and  elevating  is  the 
influence  of  a  thing  that  in  its  beauty  'is  a 
joy  for  ever,'  a  thing  that  becomes  almost  a 
friend  and  companion  !  And  why  ?  Because 
it  mirrors  the  mind  of  a  man  who  has  striven 
to  give  it  an  expression  innate  with  beauty." 
GEORGE  BODLEY,  R.A. 
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In  most  houses  there  is  the  "  favourite  room," 
in  which  everyone  unconsciously  feels  happier 
and  brighter,  and  where  life  seems  easier, 
somehow.  If  we  analyse  the  reason  of  this, 
we  generally  find  that  the  room  is  in  good 
taste,  with  warm,  glowing  colours,  and 
plants  and  fresh  flowers  in  it — with  restful 
pictures  to  look  upon,  and  comfortable 
chairs  to  sit  in — nothing  glaring,  only  quiet 
harmonies. 

We  leave  that  room  with  a  sense  of 
rest  upon  us,  which  shows  through  our  eye- 
windows,  because  our  minds  are  rested.  If 
we  could  all  cultivate  the  love  of  the  beauti- 
ful around  us,  how  much  happier  people 
would  be ! 

In  our  personal  appearance,  too,  we  can  see 
to  it  that  we  are  restful  to  look  at,  that  our 
"  style "  is  unobtrusive  and  in  good  taste,  and 
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that  we  bring  a  sense  of  rest  and  harmony  to 
those  who  look  upon  us.  A  wrong  colour,  an 
untidy  dress,  are  like  false  notes  in  a  chord 
of  music,  or  like  faulty  perspective  in  a 
picture. 

The  other  day  I  met  a  friend  who  had 
been  through  storms  of  sorrow.  I  was  in  great 
sympathy  with  her  before  we  met ;  but  when  I 
looked  at  her,  she  had  on  a  bright  magenta 
blouse,  a  colour  that  seemed  to  blind  one 
with  its  violent  brightness;  if  I  could  only 
have  talked  to  her  with  my  eyes  shut!  The 
tide  of  sympathy  seemed  to  dry  up  as  I  looked 
at  that  magenta  colour.  If  she  had  been  dressed 
in  soft,  harmonious  colours,  my  eyes  would  have 
had  nothing  to  offend  them,  and  my  mind 
would  have  been  "in  tune"  with  what  my 
eyes  saw. 

If  we  remember    sad  scenes  that  we  have 
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witnessed,  our  eyes   grow  dim  with   sadness 
sometimes  with  tears. 

Eyes  reveal  our  inner  thoughts  more  than 
anything  else.  If  we  train  ourselves  to  think 
as  much  as  possible  of  what  is  bright,  and 
good,  and  beautiful,  our  thoughts  will  shine 
through  our  eyes. 

When  it  is  dull  and  rainy,  instead  of  looking 
out  of  the  windows  at  the  dull  skies  and  wet 
streets,  let  us  remember  the  beautiful  places 
we  have  visited,  and  the  happy  days  we  have 
spent,  or  the  sweet  music  to  which  we  have 
listened,  and  we  shall  perhaps  forget  the  dull 
scenes  at  which  we  are  looking. 

We  all  have  pictures  that  we  can  recall  with 
the  eyes  of  our  memory — our  own  "  picture 
galleries,"  and  we  must  bring  these  pictures 
out  when  we  have  dull  and  heavy  scenes  around 
us,  and  look  at  them  until  they  have  dispelled 
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the  gloom  from  our  minds,  and  the  clouds  from 
our  eyes. 

Even  if  we  seem  to  have  lost  all  that  makes 
life  happy  and  beautiful,  we  must  try  and  let 
our  eyes  drink  in  comfort  from  the  things 
around  that  are  still  left  to  us.  The  flowers  still 
bloom,  the  birds  still  sing,  the  sun  still  shines  ; 
and  there  is  always  so  much  that  is  left ! 

Not  long  ago  I  passed  a  dust-heap,  chiefly 
cinders,  but  out  of  the  hopeless-looking  mass 
there  was  growing  a  fair  flower;  and  I  saw 
that  even  in  what  had  looked  a  few  days 
before  a  lifeless  dust-heap  there  was  lying  one 
seed  of  living  beauty,  which  was  able  to  spring 
into  life,  and  rear  its  head  out  of  all  that  waste 
and  rubbish  to  become  a  living  flower.  And 
so,  by  looking  at  the  flower,  I  forgot  to  look  at 
the  dust-heap. 

If  we  each  would  try  and  add  our  share  to 
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this  beautiful  world,  by  letting  our  minds  think 
sweet,  fair  thoughts,  and  our  eyes  rest  on  what 
is  harmonious  and  cheering,  we  should  all 
add  greatly  to  our  own  happiness,  and  to  the 
brightness  of  those  around  us ;  for,  what  the 
eye  sees,  the  heart  feels. 
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"Tribulation  worketh  patience,  and  patience  experi- 
ence, and  experience  hope." — ROM.  v.  4. 

THERE  are  two  schools  in  which  we  are  pupils. 

We  "go  to  school"  when  we  are  children, 
and  remain  there  until  we  are  supposed  to 
have  "  finished  our  education." 

But  is  it  ever  finished  ? 

When  we  leave  our  first  school,  we  enter 
another,  which  is  the  School  of  Life  ;  and  then 
the  great  education  of  life  begins. 

Our  Headmaster  is  God.  It  is  He  who 
"  sets  "  our  lesson  for  us.  In  turning  over  the 
leaves  of  a  Prayer  Book,  our  eyes  catch  the 
words  "  The  Table  of  Lessons,"  "  First  Lesson," 
"  Second  Lesson." 

8t  6 
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In  life's  school  we  too  have  our  "  table  of 
lessons."  We  begin  to  learn  them  the  first 
thing  in  the  morning,  continuing  to  the  end  of 
the  day. 

Every  day  has  its  lessons  and  classes.  It 
is  a  wonderful  school !  Each  pupil  is  a  teacher, 
and  every  teacher  is  a  pupil. 

Most  schools  have  what  are  termed  "  pupil 
teachers,"  and  life's  school  has  the  same.  We 
teach  our  fellow-pupils  by  our  influence. 

Sometimes  our  lessons  are  very  hard  to 
learn.  How  often  we  say,  "  What  good  can 
come  out  of  this  ? "  But  when  we  have  learnt 
our  tasks  by  heart  we  see  what  it  all  meant. 
They  are  part  of  life's  problems. 

"  Behold,  we  know  not  anything  ; 

I  can  but  trust  that  good  shall  fall 
At  last — far  off — at  last  to  all, 
And  every  winter  change  to  spring." 
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PATIENCE 

The  name  of  one  of  the  teachers  in  life's 
school  is  "  Patience."  She  begins  the  day  with 
us,  and  gives  us  our  "  first  lesson " ;  but  very 
often  cannot  stay  long,  for  sometimes  "  Im- 
patience "  knocks  at  the  door,  and  Patience 
leaves  us. 

It  is  the  "morning  lessons"  that  are  often 
the  most  difficult  to  learn.  It  is  then  the 
worries  and  frictions  of  daily  life  are  the 
greatest,  and  it  is  so  easy  to  go  "  out  of  tune." 

If  anything  goes  wrong  with  the  servants,  it  is 
generally  in  the  morning.  If  they  wish  to  "give 
warning,"  they  usually  do  it  in  the  morning. 
The  rooms  are  "  turned  out "  in  the  morning. 

The  sweep  comes  at  daybreak,  waking  us 
from  our  sleep.  Perhaps  there  is  no  fire  in  the 
kitchen,  and  no  hot  water  ! 
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Our  lesson  upon  these  occasions  is  to  be 
brave  and  cheery  in  spite  of  all.  These  small 
things  are  among  the  practical  trainings  of 
the  home  school  life. 

If  we  are  patient  we  teach  the  servants  and 
our  fellow-pupils  to  be  so  too.  We  have  con- 
stantly to  remember  that  we  are  all  teachers  as 
well  as  pupils.  If  we  do  not  learn  our  lessons, 
we  certainly  cannot  teach  them.  We  must  try 
and  keep  at  the  "  top  of  the  class "  of  which 
Patience  is  the  teacher.  It  can  only  be  done 
by  self-control.  The  little  daily  worries  and 
anxieties  are  often  much  harder  to  bear  than 
the  great  big  troubles  of  life.  Certainly  we 
get  far  less  sympathy  for  them.  To  some 
natures  an  untidy  room  is  real  suffering,  whilst 
another  may  not  notice  it.  The  small  trials 
of  life  are  part  of  our  "  table  of  lessons,"  and 
have  a  great  deal  to  do  with  our  home  educa- 
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tion — "  for  nothing  walks  with  aimless  feet." 
We  must  give  our  fellow-pupils  a  helping  hand, 
because  by  our  impatience  we  may  be  causing 
others  to  stumble  over  their  tasks. 

I  heard  the  other  day  of  a  man  who  was 
walking  along  the  road  on  a  dark  night,  when 
he  saw  another  man  coming  towards  him  with 
a  lantern.  As  he  came  close  up  to  him,  he 
noticed  by  the  bright  light  that  the  man's  eyes 
were  closed.  He  went  past  him,  but  the 
thought  struck  him,  "  Surely  that  man  is 
blind ! " 

He  turned  round  and  said,  "  Excuse  me,  but 
are  you  blind  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  was  the  answer. 

"  Then  what  have  you  got  a  lantern  for  ?  " 

"  I  carry  the  lantern,"  said  the  man,  "  so  that 
people  may  not  stumble  over  me" 
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EXPERIENCE 

The  name  of  another  of  our  teachers  is 
" Experience"  "Experience  teacheth  many 
things,  and  all  men  are  his  scholars."  l 

Sometimes  he  is  a  very  hard  taskmaster. 
But  we  cannot  do  without  him.  As  we  enter 
life's  school,  Experience  begins  his  lessons. 

On  engaging  any  employes^  the  first  question 
that  is  generally  asked  is,  "  What  experience 
have  you  had  ?  " 

One  of  the  lessons  learnt  in  the  home  school 
is  to  become  good  sons  and  daughters,  and  kind 
brothers  and  sisters.  One  generally  finds  that 
a  good  son  makes  a  good  husband  and  father. 

If  a  man  is  chivalrous  and  unselfish  to  his 
parents  and  brothers  and  sisters,  he  also  shows 
these  qualities  to  his  wife  and  children. 
1  Martin  Tupper. 
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How  often  one  hears  it  said  of  a  man,  "  He 
will  make  a  good  husband,  for  he  has  been 
such  a  good  son "  ! 

When  a  girl  leaves  school  and  stands  upon 
the  threshold  of  her  home  life,  Experience  takes 
her  by  the  hand  and  begins  to  teach  her  the 
lessons  of  life.  She  then  learns  to  be  not  only 
a  "  girl  at  home,"  but  a  "  woman  "  too. 

Her  "  morning  lesson "  is  to  be  bright  and 
useful  to  those  in  the  house,  taking  up  her 
daily  duties.  When  sudden  emergencies  arise 
in  a  family,  or  trouble  and  illness,  it  is  not 
always  the  cleverest  pupil  who  is  the  most 
helpful  and  practical  ;  perhaps  it  is  the  one  who 
has  apparently  been  "at  the  bottom  of  the 
class "  who  steps  into  the  breach  and  takes  up 
the  burdens  of  the  household. 

She  can  now  prove  what  Patience  and 
Experience  have  been  teaching  her. 
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It  is  Opportunity  that  we  all  require  ;  we 
never  know  our  capabilities  until  they  are 
proved  by  emergencies. 

How  often  new  powers  are  developed  in 
people  by  a  sudden  calamity,  shock,  or  sorrow ! 

We  do  not  know  who  the  heroes  are  until  there 
is  a  war,  and  then  we  discover  the  "  V.C.s." 

Once  I  met  at  a  party  a  very  small  officer, 
who  appeared  to  be  one  of  the  weakest  and 
most  flippant  of  men.  Soon  afterwards  war 
was  declared  and  his  regiment  was  ordered 
out  to  active  service. 

In  one  of  the  first  battles  this  man,  whom 
one  had  thought  so  weak  in  character,  was 
foremost  to  do  the  bravest  deed,  and  amongst 
the  first  to  be  recommended  for  the  "  Victoria 
Cross." 

So  much  depends  upon  seizing  the  oppor- 
tunity when  it  comes.  It  is  the  little  oppor- 
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tunities  that  prepare  us  for  the  great  ones.  If 
a  girl  has  learnt  at  home  to  be  a  good  house- 
keeper, cook,  and  nurse,  she  has  also  learnt  how 
to  manage  a  home  of  her  own  and  to  be  a 
good  wife.  There  would  be  many  more  happy 
marriages  if  girls  learnt  first  the  duties  of 
home  life. 

We  cannot  teach  others  to  do  what  we  are 
unable  to  do  ourselves  ! 

In  the  olden  days  it  was  not  thought  so 
much  "  the  thing  "  as  it  is  nowadays  for  girls  to 
be  housekeepers  in  their  own  homes.  Their 
mothers  did  it  all,  with  a  sort  of  awful  secrecy  ! 

A  woman  has  not  only  to  learn  how  to  be  a 
good  wife,  but  also  how  to  be  a  useful  unmarried 
woman.  With  so  many  women  in  the  world 
it  is  well  to  learn  how  to  stand  alone.  An 
unmarried  woman  with  no  resources  is  a 
most  desolate  being. 


90  LIFE'S  ORCHESTRA 

Life  is  full  of  deepest  interests  and  possi- 
bilities. If  we  concentrate  our  thoughts  upon 
life  itself  instead  of  upon  ourselves,  we  shall  find 
that  we  need  never  be  lonely,  never  dull,  and 
that  even  our  health  will  be  good. 

The  less  we  think  about  our  health,  the 
stronger  we  are.  The  trees  and  flowers  all 
grow  upwards  towards  the  sky  and  sun,  and 
so  must  our  thoughts  and  aspirations  tend 
upwards  beyond  the  clouds  of  life. 

There  was  a  boy  in  our  village  slowly  dying 
of  consumption.  He  used  to  be  left  alone  for 
some  hours  every  day,  whilst  his  family  were 
occupied  in  their  work.  His  white,  pathetic 
face  was  always  to  be  seen  looking  out  of  the 
window  ;  he  knew  every  leaf  by  heart. 

One  day  he  was  given  a  paint-box  and 
sketching  materials.  He  was  also  taught  to 
sketch  and  paint  the  very  scenes  that  had  be- 
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come  so  wearisome  to  him.  A  new  world  had 
suddenly  opened  to  him — a  world  of  interest 
and  beauty  !  He  found  new  possibilities  within 
himself,  and  each  day  was  a  "  new  beginning  " 
to  him.  His  sketches  were  his  world,  Experi- 
ence and  Patience  were  his  teachers. 

Before  he  died  he  became  quite  a  little  artist. 
The  doctor  said  that  the  new  interest  had 
actually  prolonged  his  life.  It  had  brought 
new  energy  and  vitality  into  it. 

HOPE 

The  name  of  our  third  teacher  is  "  Hope." 
She    comes    to    us   when    our    lessons   are 

hardest   to   learn,  and    when    we   have  nearly 

given  them  up  in  despair. 

She  enters  the  house  that  is  darkened  with 

sorrow,  and  draws  aside  the  curtains,  letting  in 
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the  light.  She  opens  the  windows  and  lets  in 
the  life-giving  air.  She  wipes  away  the  tears 
from  eyes  that  are  dim  with  weeping,  and  says, 
"  Look  out  at  the  beautiful  world,  and  begin  to 
live  a  beautiful  life." 

"  A  life  need  not  be  great  to  be  beautiful ; 
there  may  be  as  much  beauty  in  a  tiny  flower 
as  in  a  majestic  tree.  A  life  may  be  beautiful, 
and  yet  insignificant  in  the  world's  eyes.  A 
beautiful  life  is  one  that  fulfils  its  mission  in 
the  world."— F.  H.  MILLAR,  D.D. 

One  of  the  lessons  that  Hope  teaches  us  is  to 
learn  that  we  each  have  a  mission  to  fulfil. 

"  So  many  worlds,  so  much  to  do  ; 
So  little  done,  such  things  to  be." 

TENNYSON,  In  Memoriam. 

Perhaps  it  is  only  in  the  dark  and  silent  days 
that  we  learn  what  our  mission  is. 

Hope  comes  and  whispers  her  sweet  counsels 
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and  solace  to  us  when  no  other  voice  can  reach 
us.  She  teaches  us  to  "  wait  patiently,"  and 
solves  some  of  life's  problems  for  us.  They 
cannot  all  be  solved  on  this  side  of  life.  There 
are  some  the  solution  of  which  is  known  only 
to  the  Headmaster. 

"  And  He  that  tossed  thee  down  into  the  Field, 
He  knows  about  it  all,  He  knows,  HE  Knows  !  " 

OMAR  KHAYYAM. 
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